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@Pamd. 2 


The Athenian Mercury: 


> 


@aturpayp, February 6. 1692. 


Queft. 1. We wonder that fince your Society obliges theWorld with all forts of Learning, and fince 
you have Poets amongft you that you have not made an eeey a4 Mr. Boyle, of whom you 
0 


have fo often made honourable mention, and who has deferv 


well of the Learned World; 


Pray try your hands, and let him be redeem'd from the Common Fate of all fuch Great perfon 
ashave dyd lately, viz. to be murder’d afterwards with fome Bellmans perfecu ting Ditty 


equally nanfeous for Folly and Nonfence. 


Anfw.. We defign’d according to our promife to have return’d an anfwer to this Queftion in 
the 12 Numbers that are now in the prefs, tocompleat our 5th Volume, but being earneft- 
ly importun’d for a fpeedy Anfwer, we have thought fit hereto infert 


An ELEGY, 


On the Death of the Honourable 


ROBERT 


BOYLE, Efq; 


Fellow of the Royal Society: 


A Pindarick: 


Ie 
ES — ftill we muft complain great Boyt nnsimely fell» 
Spite of the Regifter and Chronicle, 
By hafty Death abruptly fnatch’d away, 
As are thefe Lines which at his Hearfe we pay ; 
For tho’ old Time at leaft had fhed 
The Snow of Three(core Winters on his Head. 
The World for fuch « Lofs was unprepar d, 
It ftarted when the News was heard, 
And cry'd Philofophy is dead. 
Nor was’t our narrow - alone 
Which paid an Univerfal groan, 
For where was Boy! unknown ? 
Tis true his Native Thames, nor cou’d fhe chufe 
Firft heard, or rather felethe difmal news 
Swol'n with th’ unufual Floods chat fall 
To attend his Funeral. 
When the ftrange briny Tide did downwards flow, 
To her own Boyl fhe went the Caufe to know ; 
But e’re fhe half had reach’d her Head 
Too foon the Difmal Tydings {pread, 
Too foon fhe knew that her own Boyle was dead. 


2. 
Nor Thames alone,even hoftile Sein does mourn, 
And backward to his much lov'd Ifle return ; 
Proud Paris with refentment hears, 
Nor her Academy refrain their Tears. 
Their owa Grand Lucifer they now no more 
For his Succefsful Villanies, 
Bought Cities, and ftoln Victories, 
And worfe than Remifh Cruelties, 
Blafphemoufly adore. 
True worth they once with juft Encomiums raifle, 
Reftoring Virtue her forgotten praife : 
Whilft in his Clofet their proud Tyrant ftays, 
Confults the Advice of all his trufty Spys, 
And reading the glad news with Bloodfhet Eyes, 
Thus vents his wicked Joy with amalicious Smile, 
“ As yet we're even with that f{tubborn Ifle, (2) 
“We've loft a Kingdom, (b) they have loft a Boyle. 


(2) England. (6) Ireland. 


3° 
Pl] Fortune fure has Wings, 
Or borrows from the Peftilence ~~ for fee 


Already ‘ore the Alps it {prings, 

And the Worlds general Lofs already brings 
To fruicful Italy, 

Firft heardand mourn’d the Royal Pots 
Rigid with grief almoft torgot to flow, 

As fwoln with Ice inftead of Snow. 
Great Ty ber him, him murm’ring Mizcius grieves$ 
And fearcely old Benacus leaves, 
But the expecting Fields below deceives. 
Him gentle Arno moft, who fadly calls 
On Piza's, and on fair Fiorenza’s Walls, 
But found ’em all in mourning drefs’d for him, 
Who merited and had fo long their beft efteem. 
The Letterati, and the Dotti come, 
(Names worn by many, merited by fome 
And hang Poetick Garlands round his airy Tomb. 

Nay Denmark too, and diftant Norway hears, 

And {pite of their Eternal Winter thaw to Tears. 


4 


If thefe, to whom his deathlefs Name 
Was known but by his Writings and his Fame, 
By fuch true grieftheir Lofsand ours proclaim ; 
What then fhou’d we, who knew 
His Learning and his Virtue” too, 
What Maufoleums thall we raife, 
Bright as his Worth, and lafting as his praife? 
No, our officious kindnefs he ditdains, 
That Task he did himfelf perform, 
Outbraving Time, and Age, and Envie's ftorm, 
Nor left a thing of fuch concern to chance: 
Thofe God-like orks in which his Life he fpent, 
To us and Future Ages leat, 
Are his Eternal Monument. 
Firm as the Center the broad Bafis, lies 
The goodly Spire aloft does rife, 
Surmounts the Clouds, and glitters in the Skies. 
Thus when the Noble Theban Conqueror dy'd, (¢) 
And Viétory lay bleeding by his fide, 
And whilft he expiring lay, his Friends lamenting comé 
Aad fill with fighs the Melancholly room; 
Lamenting that fo great a Afind 
Muft all be loftin Fate, 
Nor cowd the grateful Stace 
_ A way to exprefs their kind refentments find, 
He had left no Heir behind. 


Ait #3 


Miffaket Men, he cries, 
Wich chat laft Breath, which when exhald he dyes; 
Yes, twofair Daughters yer jurvive of me, 

To give my Name Eteruitie, 
Leuétra’s and Mantinga’s Victorie. 


(¢) Epimanondas. 


,. 
How much to Bey! the Learned World dees owe 
The Learned World does only know. 
He trac’d great Natures fecret Springs, 
The caules and the Seeds of things. 
What ftrange elajtick Power the Air contains, | 
What Mother Earth fecures within her fecret veins - 
Hew Mater mounts, what Fire can do, 


6. 


He did not Airy Notions Learning call, 
His Thoughts were folid, brave, and Manlike all ; 
Of Sence by Sence he judg'd, nor was content 
To take on truft,as mot, as fome invent, 
His Phyficks built on firm Experiment. 
Sworn tono Sect, an Enemy to none 

Tho’ more than all the reft he has fhown, 

To none oppos’d was he, 

But thofe vain Fools who thought it felf wou'd fee, 
Who will not to juft witnefs Credit give, 

Who will not God himfelf believe, 

Deftroying Faith and Hiftory. 
Or the loofe Garden or Phyrronian School, 
Whom only Sence, or only Fancy rule : 
The Peripatum Sence by Theught define 
Thefe theught by Sence, tho’ they'll as foon agree 
The Incommen{urable Quamritie, 
As Spirit to dull Matters Rules confine, 
Or by the Sences unproportiond Line 
Mete out th’ unequal Bounds of Things Divine. 
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The middle way our Hero wifely chofe, 
He had too much Philofophy 
An Athei/t or Enthufiaft to be, 
Thofe two Extreams, where moft their Senfes lofe. 
Its proper placeto Revelation gave, 
Nor Reajon made its Miftrefs, or its Slave. 
His Zeal ne@ foolifh Fire that leads aftray 
That over Rocks and Precipices leads, 
Pretending plea fat Vales, and flowry Meads, 
His Zea! but trac’d, his Judgment found the way, 


His Zea}, which like bis Pho/pher fhin'd with Lambent day. 


Ie warni'd, but did not burn, nor chap the ground, 
Warm’d and enlightn’d all around : 
How foftly cou’d heall our Paflions move, 
How éafily unhindg from Earthly Love 
And fix upon the Beatifick Beams above! 
O Lindamor, 1 blefs and envy: thee! 
Nay hleis almoft thy falfe Hermione ; 
For had fhe not been worthy blame, 
We had not learnt to regulate our Flame, 
Nor flyethe nobleft Paffion at the nobleft Game. 
Read Sen{fual Lover, read * and fee 
If yet blind Paffion has not blinded thee, 
Read here which has moft charms, Heaven or Hermione ! 
So fweet his Style, fo fmooth his Sence 
So tweely dreis'd in flowing Eloquence : 
( * In Mr. Boyles Seraphick Love. ) 


He only fureeou'd Byle excell 
Who !et us underftand his Lofs fo well. 
His other” Virtues others may commend, 
Ill only fay that Boyt was Sarums Friend. 


Lend Galileo! lead thy wondrous Glafs, 
Though Beyle had thofe that thine furpals, 
Let's fee if from afar 
Glitt’ring beneath our Northern Pole 
We can defcry fome new unwonted Star, 
For that mutt be his Soul ; 
Unlefs his numerous Virtues {catter round the Sky, 
And paint another Galaxy: | 
Never eon Earth fhal! we his fecond find, 
O Father, O! wecry’d, as {wift he went, 
Clambrring again{t Heavens fteep afcent, 
Where haft thou left thy Mantle and thy Spirit behind! 
A fingle portion wou'd fufficient be 
To make usall work Miracles, while we 
Sip at th’ unbounded Ocean that {till fow’d in Thee, 
Sure whenthe pale-facd Operator came, 
And told thee he muft quench thy glimm’ring Flame, 
Like Archimedes, thee he found intent 
On the Succefs of fome Experiment, 
So bufie he, he minded not the Souldiers cry, 
The groans o'th’ Slain, nor fhouts ef Victory, 
And hardly cou’d himfelf find Time to dye. 
Stay hafty Death, one moment more he cry’d! 
I have it now, {ays he, with Learned Pride, 
Then big with the dear Demonjtration, dy’d. 


G3. All Attempts to interfere with vs in our Athenian 
Project being wholly fuppre|s'd, we shall fill keep to our old 
days of Tueldays and Saturdays, but more of this in our nexg 
Mercury. But we fhall an{wer thofe 3 Queltions Mr.G—. hag 
taken notice of in our following Mercuries, which are, to Wit, 
(1.) W bat Nation invented Painting ? (2.) Is there any fuch 
thing as the Philofophers Stone. 

*.* The Ladies Queftions will be Anfwered next 
Tuefday: 


Duoten 


Aobertifements., 


em R. De la Crofe’s Baokfeller and ours finding thae 

‘tis impoflible for em both to continue pub- 
lithing Extrads of Books without interfering with each 
other, have therefore agreed to print al] the Extra@s 
of Books hereafter made (except thole which will be 
inferted in the Young Students Library) together in the 
fame Journal entituled, The Works of the Learned, writ. 
ten by Mr. de la Crofe, a late Author of the Wniver{al Bib- 
liotheque. This Journal w 1 be publithe Monthly ina 
12 d. Book, and’contain an Hifforical Account of all the 
valuable Books publiiht trom time to time, the various 
Editions of Books, feveral Papers and Afanujcript Co- 
pies never printed before : As alfo an account what con- 
fiderable Works are in or going to the Prefs, and at the 
end of every 9 months there will be added to it 2 Alpha- 
betical Tables, one of the Boeks, and the other of the Mat- 
ters. This friendly Accommodation wil] not only prevent 
Extraéts beiug made twice of the fame Books, and many 
other inconveniences greatly prejudicial to the Learned 
World, but will alfo be as ferviceable to all our Que 
rifis, we defigning now that our following Supplements 
fhali contain the Natural and Artificial Rarities of every 
County in England, &c. (which will be as entertaining 
to the Ingenious as any other part oftkis Paper, as was 
hinted in the Preface to our 4th. Volume, and thal] be 
fhewn at large in our Propofals. ) andalio thofe Qu- 
ftiont and An{wers which we have not room to infert in 
our feveral Volumes. 


cr The Works of the Learned, written by 
Mr. De la Crofe, for the Month of january, 
will be publifht next Week, Printed for 
Fohn Dunton at the Raven in the Poultrey. 


etal 


LONDO N, Printed for Mot Wunton at the Revew in the Pow/trey. 164% 
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